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He sang of the sunrise, all azure and gold,
He laughed at the prison wall.
The joy of his song made him happy and bold,
He forgot that life could be cruel and cold,
That each shadowy nook could a foe enfold.
His wings could defy them all.
In the air was the rapture of dawn and Spring
But the glittering sun was cold.
The wind from the west, with its sweet salt sting,
Was quenched from the north with his haste to bring
Clouds discoloured and lowering
Which down on the day he rolled.
White on the world the snow-flakes fall
And cold and death have their sway.
They beat on his wings in a smothering pall,
And close at the foot of the prison wall
Which loomed above him so endless and tall
Frozen to death he lay.
Away into space the storm-clouds float
And the earth is again awake.
Cold from his heart the snow-flakes float,
The reviving sun kissed his soft-dappled throat,
But it never will throb to another note
Nor thrill with a sparkling shake.
He will never build the nest of his song
Nor sing to his brooding mate.
Was he right to rejoice or was he all wrong ?
Do hope and faith but to fools belong ?
Is courage all a mistake ?
No effort is lost though all may go wrong
And death come to shadow and change.
He gave his best, and simple and strong
Broke the darkness which lasted the winter long
With Spring-time's triumphant melodious song,
A melody wild and strange,